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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE” 


CHARLES 


EARL OF 


My Lord, + 
I Should never have ventured to expoſe this 


Trifle to the Cenſures of the World, had . 


bition to ex- 
ſelf, at leaſt in 


I not at the ſamerimean 
preſs, though not m the Work 


the Dedication of it, the ardent Defires I had to * * 
lay both It and My Self at your Lord(hips Feet; 


being very well aured,that the ſweetneſs of Your 
Diſpoſition will pardon the many ImperfeRions, 
which the Acuteneſs of Your Judgment cannot 


but diſcern. T his Play, my Lord being neither 


written by the Author, nor fitted by the Tranſ- - 


lator, to the Humour and Reliſh of the preſent 
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Age , and conſequently having never ſtood the 
Teſt of..a publick Theatre ; would have ſmall En- 
courdgementtoappear:abroad, were it nor ſufh- 
ciently warranted by the Prote&ion of Your 
Lordſhips Name; a Name, that as it has been 
5 of France, fo itis the Pride of Eng- 
and: a Name, that having in your ViRorious 
Anceſtors ſo bravely maintam'd the Honour and 
Reputation of Your Family, and Your Coun- 
try, cannot but cheriſh as well as defend what- 
ever flies to Its great Protection. With theſe 
Hopes, my Lord, I have preſumed to inſcribe 
the following Tranſlation to your Lord(hip, ho- 
pr, that as1t was the Fruit of nay vacant Hows, 

1t will be the Diverſion of yours; which is 
the utmoſt Antbition of, 


Tour Lordſhip s moſt Obedieat, 
- 34 Humble Servant, 
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TO.,THE 


REA D E R 


Reader, 


Was informed ſince the finiſhing of this Tranſlation, that 
Seneca has been taught ſome time ſince to ſpeak ſuch Lane 
\ guage as the Times afforded ; But I know not why That 
ſhould diſchurage Me, or ſome better Genius (that I hope, 
will continue what I have but imperfeFly begun) from the like At» 
tempt, any more than Hopkins and Sternhold's Tranſlation 
David's Pfalms (how blindly ſoever admitted and retamed by 
Vulgar) ſhould deter a modern Pen from teaching him better Eng- 
liſh and Sence than They have done. I ſhould not have preſumed, 
after the late Earl of Rocheſter, to have tranſlated the Second 
Chorts of this Play, had Teither ſeen it, or heard of it before 1 
had finiſhd this: but ſince my Lord's is a Paraphraſe, and Mine 
only a Tranſlation, I have ventured to place my Own, with all its 
Imperfeftions, among the reſt, that the whole Work may be of a 
Piece: neither ſhall I bluſh to own my ſelf out-done by a Perſon, ſo 
much better than the Beſt of this Age. 

The Stile of the Author, hind this whole Play, is fo noble, 
and the Moral part of it, for the generality, ſo good ;that it is ſup» 
poſed by thoſe Learned Criticks, Scaliger, and re 1s, to have 
been written by Seneca the Philoſopher. I have endeavoured for 
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the moſt part, to render Him mto Engliſh as faithfully as Tcould, 
being very ſenſable, that to diminiſh any thing from ſo perfeFt a 
Piece, - would be a great wrong to my Author ; and to add any 
thing toit, no leſs preſumption im my ſelf ; only where bis Senten- 
ces were more pithy, and conciſe than either the Defeft of our 
Tongue, or of my\Self, would permit ms to be, Thaye been forced 
to render Him more at large : the cloſeneſs of bis L if ſe- 
veral places being ſuch, that what an Eminent Author bas lately ſaid 
of Virgil, may juſtly be applied to Him, that he ſeems to. have la- 
boured not to be Tranſlated. The Third Chorus I was forced to 
foorten, the endleſs and fruitleſs Enumeration of ſo many ſeveral 
Countries, being a fitter Work for a Geographer than a Poet. For 
the reſt, Courteous Reader (for ſuch 1 hope:to frud you,) 1 ſhalt be 
very glad if the many PerfeAions of the Author can reconcile you 
to all the Failings of the Tranſlator, who, as be wrote it at firſt to 
pleaſe Himſelf, now prints it to gratifie bis Friends ; and for them 
that are not ſuch, he neither begs their Candor, nor fears their Cen- 
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Dramatis Perſonz. 


Grecians, 
Agam@moon, General of the Grecian Army. 
Pyrrhus, Son to Achilles. 
Ulyſles, a Grecian Commander. 


y 
Talthybius, en Officer in the Army. | 


Calchas, a Prieſt. 


Helena, Wife to Menelaus, and Miſtreſs to Paris. 
Trojans. 


Hecuba, Wife to Priam. 


Andromache, Wife to Her. 
anax, Son to Heftor and Andromache. 


Polyxena, (Muta Perſona) Daughter to Priam and 
Hecuba, 


Aa old Trojan, 
A Meſſenger. 


Chorus. 
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TE Hncuba "I | 


Fe ar, char crſtſt 


or: 0 /& Grown; 1-1 yore Ti | 

And ſhghe' rh" inconſtanc Deiti 
oh | 4402 \1:dook down-' nm. 7 
On Troy and Me : forge'r didungry Pare. 4 p41 
es 


- Gates truer Emblems g6 th inoetcain's = f 44. 
The ſhort liv'd Power aidDobeaſl _ Greae, 
In th' humble oPidedors lies 
Nor could its Builders give1t-Immonaliry. (119; 
In yain call. Mewinox; ind bold Rhefu come, > 
Not to prevent; dinrfadly hare 'our Dom, 

[6 her own Athes [F7oy'a Grave has found, '' | © 
And her proud /Tow'rs areteveli/d wich the _— 
The greedp#hmesinvnderche: angibront! $kiss, | 
Api chey w/Tooach che-erorfOuniaredisr 91017 DAG, 
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-N "Sant oA7 Troas. 


Nor will their rage-her very Ruines ſpare, 
> pk upon ber Aſhes-----See.! the Air 
1a Clouds of Smoak has.loſt its native light, _____ © 
' And Troy muſt ſuffer an eternal Night. 
With cruel Joy theywiew theirghelpleſs Peeys: -y 
The eh ev te Lye 
|, and {; eve them ve, # 
| hc of ſo grear, fo wo a Viftory. 
See how rich Tium's wea poilsthey tear: oo 
More Trophiesthanth * Thouſand Ships can bear. 
Witneſs ye Gods, y To hors of our Woe : 
And Thou, poor Prince 


. Prevented Ape, 
Witneſs my Hefor'sGhoſt, the Fate ns FT, ; 


ap. qganrt + Terran;and is Gounttey's ry 
And ye, unhappy y ONS = / 
th could F 


Ye lefſer Shades; whatever 
From my il|-boding 
I ſaw it firſt, and dd 5 61-1 LAs 
Nor-was (ofentracaleana Prophears. I 1203 972c!2 
"T wasnot. 1 ydide's Sword Ulyſſes shatl - 34 Þ Us 10) gf L 
Unhappy Ilinm's:richeſt bodcould fpill: i 
Nor could the rjor'd Son's caſey! 1 10 
The creduloug- iclyſpecidusLyes.beguile:::.. cad; 
In Me, O Tro —ctiſedeceldidelinara yen 8791q 07 30/1 
I bore thy Fund T oxth. {nay _ 

But why chiis long d6'l deplorethe Fate, 1 4 
Of Troy ? Herſufferi zaregronneuret lite, 291g 51 'T 
And yield to freſher-ſorrows---»-»1.1 (2697 vo (9712 3 2d. 
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1 ſaw Old Priam's blood at th* Alrar ſpilt 3 | 
The Altar bluſh'd at cruel Pyrrbus guile. 
E ſaw him twiſt thole ſilver hairs a- £4 
His curſed hand, and drag him on theground. 
Then (Oh? why livel to ſpeak out the reſt: 3 
He ſheath'dhis word in Priam's willi brealt, 
Nor Fear, norPity cpuld waethold by $ , 


From ſhaking o ne W remaini 

Of bis hore tife 5 . 

Bur They too fr 'd'in our Miſer 

Troy's betzer Genins, and eat Hettor' $ IR y 

Amidf thoſe Flimes, ſt wabx, 2 Funeral Fire... 

Nor arethe criel 6 J yer farizfy'd i Y / 
n * , 


See how the Lots our y 

A mournful Prey to th* ictors Luſt and Pride, 

Off ſeeks Pres other a WE 0 IN 
Caſſandra too is noty bergtris the tl ir $ Scrife,, lei HP, 
Each ſhons My Lot, of Me t they” r all afraid-: | 
Oh ! whole wt Slave Bi I'be. 


Why, wretched SWF 5 | 
My Equals now in Mey R 1 ma oo!) 
The mournful noiſe Walend v "* = 


And with lond'cries TY oll V: 7 7 


Reach his proud Tony than One cend.c Heay' py n 
And teach hitto ri repear thots © Gn ng dot were 


Chorug of _ Women, an Hecuba. 


You needmotrexth us to hed Tears: 
 We'vepractis'd ir for many Years; 
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Sen . T7 :« Tro\ v*2 
© Ee finceunhappy Paris went A 
A And taught Tins copl WH ng, Seas. 
- Tentimes Tas I s head hl cd = 
(14a the ſharer of 6ur Woe, .. 
Our Griets haye matle Him bareandn. £00.) 
' Ten times has th* ar aus) 2a 
_- Andevery dayfreſh Ok ROS 
Give You-the Sighal with ups ed hands, ;-.... (maands. 


Our Sorrows ſhall p DIES, | Th, NET qut-do P your Com- 
Hecub. Come Jear Cale 
Looſe, Looſe \ yougha, ls and es 


Abour your Neck 
And yout dif] 4 TA 
Your naked Þ to ll = | 
| me otone gave == _P F 
et Ke Me 

The Trojan Dames----! Tow all oa Griefs. renew. 
Your Sight for Jmalle © Lofles keep: 

9 po none ſecrows have; 
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For Heftor's 
For Hello iow ap 


Cho. Great Hecuba | 
And each has mis, 
Hee.Fill, Ci your hahds- Abd # cal wa akes 
Now WI 
Maps Fare nga Fe pn 0: 
Now all thy aka apply. | 
Let Rhetus join with us, arid mourn; 
Let hollow Ecchosthe lad noiſereturn :. ? 


Sevecty Thos,” 
In loudeſt Accents let each Rock repeat . 
All Niam's Groans--Beat, wretched Matrons, beat 
Your breaſts, and let Themeccho too; 
Let's weep for ome rs p 
(bo.To Thee we any ſend theſe Cries 
_ theſe moan Bal Obſeons : 
Thou ſhed thy Blood for Ukgand we | 
In gratirude do for Thee. oO vils che) 
Thou wer't thy tottering Country 'sProp, 
Her®Guardian A andher Pons 
thee ſhe ſtood, with thee ſhe 
Th hy nobleft Monument : how well 


one day finiſh both your Fates— 
"— Change, Sens Griefs: levs give ſome proof 
Of Love to Priam ; Hetftor hath enough. - 
Cho. Accept this miournful Tribuceof our Eyes,, 
Thou who haſt ſuffergd cwo. Caprivities. 
Twice have the Grecian Weapons pierc'dour Hearts 7 4 
Twice have we felt Acides Dares. - 

And thou, brave Prince, who could/ſt no more enjoy 
Thy valiane Sons, [cornites/our-liverhy Troy.” + / 
Hee. Let us our Grief toſome adObjectn eurn 

For Priam's Death we need not-mourn, | 
Since our own ſufferings teach us roexpreſs 
Not Griet for's Death, bur Joy for' 'sHappinels. 

Sing Happy Prion now; ; for he 

Wich Death has purchas'd Liberty. 

The Grecian Yoke he ne'te will bear ; 

Nor needhe great Atrides, or Miyfſes tear. | 


He: 
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He cannot now theirScorn, and Triumph bez - 


| Nox feeltheir glorious Bonds, and gilded Slavery. 


Cho. Thrice happy Priam fiag we all, + - 

Who with great Troy did'ftfall.. | , . 
Thou'afely irandee{e cluding th' Elyfian Grove, 
And ſeeſt the darling Obje& of thy Love. 

O happy Priam! happy, who 
With chy own Fall, haſt ſeen thy Country's too. 


_ | —— - ' _ — 
AcTr I. 


Enter Talthybius. 


Talthybins, 


Hac long delays ourlucklels Fleer attend, | 
Whether they hn Gam ,or thither bend? 
Cho. What Rays the Grecian Ships? Talthybius, lay; 
What angry God doesonce taoreftop your way ? 
Tal: My crembling joints are looſen' 'dall with fear, 
And I am quite unmann'd---Prepaxe tohear 


' Monſters beyond belief---- : 


Scarce had the Sun with bis returning Ray 


Gilded the World, aid wak'd the new-born Day ; 


When ſtraight che labouring Earth ſent forth a Groan, 
And the vaſt Caverns of the were ſhown; . 
Each frighted T'ree his trembling Leaves did move, 

And feariul noiſes fll'd the hallow'd Grove ; TOR 


| -Spwet as Trois 
The Sea began to fear, o'r heb 
His trembli aves crept ſoft the Shoar: 
The clefred ek unlock'd her mighty Womb, 
And ſtraighc diſclos'd the grear Achilles Tomb. 
So full of rage did the dread Prince appear, . 
When firſt he taughe the Thracians how tofear : 
Or when with heaps he choak'd up Xanthus flood, 
And ſtain*d his Silver ſtreams with Trojan blood : 
Or whenhe drag'd a-round with-cmel: Joy * 
Dead Hefor's Corps, and cri'd 've.conquer'd Troy: 
And thus he ſpake----(aloud the Yalleys round, 
And frighten'd Shoarreftor'd'the dreadful ſound. 
«© Go,Wretches, go;ſhare your ill gorten Prey, 
« And triumph o'er my Aſhes : bear away | 
** Once more thoſe ſpoils, for which ſo long I fought, 
*« And with my richeſt blood fo dearly bought. &\ 
<*« Over my Parent-Sea, your faithleſs Navy ſteer :' (dear, . 
© Delpiſe my Anger Greece !' bur khow'r ſhall colt thee 
<< Till at my Shrine Old Priam's ter dies, 
« And Pyrrbus vengetul-Sword performs the Sacrifice. - 
He ſpoke----(YeGrecians Eredit what I tell;). 
And ftraight to-fhapelels Airunſeerrhefell. 
 TheSealaidby his anger, -and grew kind; 
And danc'd to th' gentler murmurs of the Wind, 
Whilſt che glad Tritonvin one Nuprial Chorus joyn'd.. 


Exit Talthybius,. 
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| Enter Agamemnon, Prob hs 
Pyrrbuso. | oftienedis air Bets fi 
& wich wing rode nds bent 


Tl ; 
- 10 wok | 

for Ten Years attone'? | i 
to give ſame - 0-2-1 
Lohan RIES doeriough. | / 
Anoble all his Toils;- | 
And did He, x 7201mome-perin rac | 
Shake off the Fetters of} ignoble Exſes + | 
Did he for this; '- > avmarmoe" rem 
And bravely AR her prophetick Fears y* 
For this did he 'd with: generous | 
Chooſe a brave Death, before'a = 
- And, when\belet with-allLove's 
Berray y.z more. than Man-like Thirſt for IE ; 

en {rſt proud Telephus wouid ſtop his way, 
And the Career ane growing Glories ſtay, 
He felr his yet unpraQis'd Sword, and found 
Krap the ſame Hand a Remedy, and Wound. 


_—_ 
Troy and 
Andinone Day 
Had your 
Of 


| 


Lyrneſſus 


Son law Foods. ny 2 
Lyrneſſms ext, and Theberhis Conqueſts axe 4; | 
Cilla and Tenedas'equally beloy'd' + | J 
By Phebus, felt his ho and Chry/e too 
Found what ſo young; ſo braye a man could do. - | 
Towns conquer'd, Nations captiv'd,: Kings orethrown, 
Were early {1 igns of what he would have done. 
He ſtill preſs'd on, and did freſh Glories trace :; 
He there Dons where others end the Race. 
. So young a Victor thisgreat Man appear'd, 
And made new Warsqwhilſt he for War prepar'd. 

Nor was this all the mighty Prince has done ; : 


H' out-did himſelf in HeFor's Death alone : 
He bravely won, You baſely ſackrhe Town, / 
Oh !-I could ever onthis /Subje& dwell ! 

By him the brave unhappy Memon fell, 
For whom in Sables ſad Aurora mourn 4, 
And the great Office of the Da adjourn” d. 
He ſaw him fall, and learnt from's Victory, 
That the Gods Sons, as well as common Men, maſk die. 

You'd gladly,did you his ”_ Merits weigh, 
A A INNER nspay "/--,* 
T* his ſacred Aſhes-+--Gods ! dye ſtartat this? 
Can You think this, a cruel Sacrifice } P 
You did not ſo, when, for falſe Helew ſake, 
You could an Offering of your: Daughter: make, 
And can ye, can ye, cruel Prince, deny * 
To rear? And e*- his Ghoſt an Enemy. 2. 

Agam.: We're taught 17 pue Youths Paſhons to heir 

Age ; 

But nt Porrin thine's Heredicary Rage. 
- C Your 


E.” o26 'SENE ext Troas. 


Yourhead-ſtrong Pathe?'sHearswetamely bore, 
And.ſhew'd our Patience equal to our Pow'r. 

Stain not, young Man, the gteat Athilles Shade 
Wich the baſeflanghter of a helpleſs Maid. 

Infalt not o're yeur Captives : learn, and know 
What They muſt ſuffer, -and what Yon-muſt do. 
Fierce Empires, like fierte Storms, are ſeldom long, 
Whilſt they that aro leſs violent, ate more ſtrong. 
If that coy Miſtreſs; Fortune, ſhould'prove kind ;' 4 
(Fortune ,chat ayernsallchingrburthe Mind )-* 

' Letnbt our Pride, with her light Favours, rife, 


But dread the Bounties-of Hes kind Dearies. 
My very ViRories have-made me know, 
No State yr ily, but irmay fall as low.. 
Toe much, upon this {uddain Change, wewell, 
Who only hold that Plate, whence others fell. 
'Tis true, at firſt bore my: felÞ roo high, 
Big with the Fortune of this Victory. , - © 
But this one Thought does all-my Pride allay, 
That ſhe which gives, can take her Gifts away. 
That which nfakes Others bliad; has made Me ſee : 
Priam firſt ratight me Pride, bur/ now Hamility. 
ThiBk not that Honour's falfe decgicful Light, 
(Which I coo well have known) can cheat my fight : 
Think nor the glitt'ring Emprineli of State 
Candrown my Cares, or make my Crown no weight. 
Leſs than Ten Years may rob us of ont Prey : 
Leſsthan a Thouſand Ships may carry All away. 
I muſt confeſs, I came not to deſtroy, 

But by my Conqueſt to haye pugiſh'd Troy. < 

Wa. eg | by ut 


Sexntcrs Troas,© it 
But all my weak Endeavours proy 'din vain ; ; 
What gow'ra conquering Enemy.can reſtrain* 
Honor, and brave Rev ouew' rangi them ro fight,... 
Encourag 'dby the fnbbag 0 ight. 
Their Sons onee diawn, they [wo ſhould Aj 
 Nore're be a elpek but in a Trojar's breaſt. 
Too much on helpleſs Foes aur Pagy* 
Conqueſt, and Deart's a double P ther ror 
The Godsforbid that 2 weak Maid ſhould fall, 
And with her Murder grace his Funeral. 
'Tis Ichart muſt be guilry, if ſhe bleed: 
He that T not, Tb h' has power, exiconrages the 
Dee 

Pyr. Ahd is this all? 

Agam. No, Pyrrbus, no ; we'll raiſe 
His Name with laſting Monumenrs of Praiſe. 
Nations inknown ro us ſhall hear his Fame, 
And Infarits ſhall be caught to liſp his Name. 

Bur ſince with Blood we muſt a Suh his Shade; 
Our faireſt Beeves an Offring ſhall be made : $1 i 
Whole Hecatombs we'll pay him every Year, * 
Whoſe Blood may ſtand no Mother in a Teat. 
Ask not Rewards which he wquld bluſh to take ; 
Rewards, at which his generous Ghoſt wequld ſhake, 
For-who will think thar & 're his Life was good, | 
Whoſe Death muſt be appeas'd wich Humane Blood >, 

Pyr. Vair-idle Prince, whom both Extremes poſſels, 
Fear in thy Sufferings, Pride i in Happineſs! _ 
Does this new Miftrels your compadi6n move,» 
To yu her, not forPity; but for Love ? NI 


C 2 Think 
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Thiok you the great-Achilles Son to fright, +! 
And _ more rob his Off: ſpring of their hofs ghc "E 
No: with he "Fark er's > Ghoſt eaſt, 
we bo Bru 8 my, elf che Pri 
this--by rtweny * be ſhall ſhall receive. 

re ED ler Victim, fit for me to wy: 
- Since Priam's Phy no Sacrifice { 
T appeaſe M$ 4 4 NG {= 

Agam. Fed: ; £27 when amely edi ield; 
Your Father's poor Old Suppliant to have kill 

Pyr. He did not, as my Father's Suppliant die; 
L kill'd in him my Countries Enemy, 
But he (good Prince!) had Courage to appear : 0 


Before my Father, when your (laviſh. Fear 

Forcd you t w_ ſome bolder Meſſenger. 

You feard his wrath-more than our Enemy : 

; You that then durſt not. Ask, how dare you now Deny ? 

Hedid not fear |. who, when our Novy hy 

To -Foth the Elements a helpleſs Prey, 

Buried in Sloth and Pleaſure, lay along, 

Feaſting his vyanton Ears with ſome lewd Song," 
Pyr. Bur know; his peaceful Lute did, HeRor 1care. .''// 

More than;your Joudeft Inſtruments of war, 

When,:io the midlt of all your Panick Fear, : 

Kind Peace, and Safery. reign ſecurely there; ,, |»: 
Agam. Yes! there was Peace, when Htfor's Fatherdace ; 


Amudltour Fleet his bol& Requeſts declare ! . 
Oy Tis God-like in a Prince,another Prince to ſpare. 


am. Why then by you did poor Old Priamdie? 
ro raid but eaſe him of his Miſery: | 


gin 1 ren. 


Saxecas Trans © 
TP. Ard muſt yoht r.tood 1" 
tan this at oth ry a Crime by You? 
y- ſgam. 1 ſpile myiown.to faye *- /-* 79% .00oreS 
A Prince, $s Dacling s 
Pyr. Whar Law,what Pow prin entawa | 
Azam. Where there'isnone, ſhame muſt preſcnbeaLaw, 
Fe. A Conqurnaiaſinst r.is meaſurd by his Will. | 
fr hoonehnt RE AIR | 
7M . Falk you o-thole, whom Fate and] | 
Have » hevealy: hep belt aq eos <a 1197 ln.) 
Agam. How, Hotſpur ! and can Scy/os rhake You. ud 4 
Pyr, Scyres, thatnever bluſt'd wary —_—_ ms Blood. 
Agam. Afloating (pot ---— I 03 2Db 
Pyr. But in my; Parent-ged. 7 3 vVIIN18 £2aunl 
Who knows not Arreus,and Thyieftes ori Progeny?. 
Agam. Go, Baſtard, go; thou fruit of Ron Delight, 
Born of Achilles c'ce hey etdurſt hght. | 
Pyr. Of that Achilles, hols oreat Anceſiors t30 28T 
In Fame, or Blood ſhall never yield rs Yours: {1:11 | 
To whom the frame of this great! World obeys :. -/- 
pe rules Heav'a,. Macs the Shades, Thetis the Seas; 
| . Of that Achilles, whom weak Pars kill'd ! 
Fx With whom no Ged dare yet engage intopen Field. 
om [ could, Young Man, would | exert my Power, 
Silence that Tongue, and. bring that Spirit lower. 
But You b* our wonted Clemency, have found, 
We never make;bur always heal-a Wound: / JF 
Let God-like Calchas hnmith our Debare :: 
Him 11] obey ; whate re-heiſpeaks, \is'Fate; . 
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Tlhiou, 
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Thon ,) who, hed ahgry: Heavik hid lope our 
| S100% ) 320 BUCDT 

chew db blth the Reaſon; and Rem's of « 

 Heav'ns Privy who know the 

amd Chang f things ad vitbiied ela Loy 


Arwer wore Moth renee Bl medear 
Speak Ned <caw.nrvappan all-out" Actions 5 oh 
Cal. orgs nmr your wonted Gifts maſt bu buy, 
Adbra'8 winh LGarmerics {Ke naſkoemne,) 
And there be we fed to Achilles nero = 
This Sacrifice the angry Godswill pleaſe +: '' * 
This willthe grear Paid awe rones appeaſe. 
Not is this all hs Deities deſire, 
Buc ſtill a nobler Vidtimthey requite. 
Troys other " the Noble HeRbor's'Son © 
From Nuns Tower muſt be caſt down. 
+ Thenthe kind Gods willſend us proſpetous Gales : 
Our Ships ſhall fill che Sea; the Wind our! Galle. 


| $9 
CHORUS. 


I true ? Or does ſome Fear our minds deceive, 
That =; ns Bodies do ontolive « 24 Q, 
And his i ſad Kindred cloſe bis Ber, F 
PLL. 4 os 


Sante br Tixoas tm 
Doegnot Death finiſh all bis Pain, | 
be the, ro-tive again? —- 


Or rather, gan wn «38 
And with our Breat puny" WY =_ 
I; Death the End, and Cure all our Miſery * 


Swift, «5 the rapid Orbs are burtd;” 
Swift, as the Eye of this great World; 
Oar baſty Sand does down'wargs "05 * 
Our Minntes fly," => 2/44 
And when the 

The reſt is long Gays Ke rraby 
As Semock diff Ives into the Air, © | 
And Winds drive Clouds we know no Hſe: a 
So when poor Mortals breathe r ws 
1 heir Souls exhale too in a 

And when the mighty Nothoy dipper Mt 
Death crowns our bopes ,andcures our ie $ 

What place muſt, after Death our Souls rec 

That, whexe "ve lay, ere we began to lipe. 
Our Souls, as well as Bodies, die ; 

And all is ſwallow'd wp 'in vaſt Eternity. 
Pluto, Elyſium, Cerberus are nought 

But the looſe Image of a  ſhapeleſs Thought. 
T he Poet's, not the Wiſeman's Theam. 

The wild Idea of an empty Dream. 
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Enter PW ou. 9 ds _ Old | Trojan, 


Andromaghe " ng 1 | * q Mbil/ | 
, ae Prazin bryguans; : w by, d £3 tear your 
Hairs?:. y OW 

Why ſwell your, Breaſts with Sight, your Checks with 

Tears? -  atrutes/rn kunt (ga wn 
My Sorrows wear a hole) Avery. nm, wn) 
Troy fell but No ſincero Me. * 
When fterce Ales —— 'd Heftor flew, 
And the dear Corps 6 round our City drew, 
The Chariot Oreo ſhook beneath ls weight, 
Whilſt each (; Toke fear' d approachin RD 
Her, and. TS -* ſame time did Ak 


If Tears can "y oy, they're but {mall, 
I that have Wy A Die his 2 i 
And ſhew my Las my Li ily! 


But This ſad \ Dan ack our.once happy Lo oves, 

My Fears increaſes, and my LI mores. 2 wml 

For His dear ſake [ live againſt my will, 1... 

And am contented tobe 73S WER 

. My Care for Him has coſt me many a "Tear, 

And robs my miſries of the wretched comfort, not to 
Fear. 


. 


No 


= . 9 + 


SenB car Troas i7 

No Help, no Remedy forall my Care,” 0 
Bur all is hopeleſs Sortow, and Deſpair. 

Troj. Madam, what Fears diſtract your © reſtleſs mind 2. 

And Many ire Paſt; but mote are-ſtill Bekind. 1; .'! 
Alas ! our Sufferings muſt be worſe, and-more.}.” - 

Trej. What Curſes have the angry Godsin ſtore? 

And All, all the mighty Pow'rs of Hell break loole: 
And Death itſelf trumph over Us. 1 | + 
Had they nor flain enough before they bled # © |: 
But muſt chey kill us roo, ever when they're Nead? 
Muſt none but Grecian Ghoſts retutn from Thence2  -- \. 
I thought juſt Death had made nodifferente. -1 
Theſe are the common Sufftrings of us All : oy 
But heavier Sorrows on my Head muſt{all. 

Troj. Speak, what ſad Omen has Heay'ns anger ſeat ? 

"— *'T vas, | when two: _ of the ang "gn were 

pent 

In Sighs and Tears, when fndie did furprize 
My weary Limbs, andclos'd my weeping Eyes. 
And ſtraight my lovely Hefor's Shade appear'd ; 
Not like that Hefor, whom the Grecian: fone 'd; 
When fierce as Lightning *mongſt their Troops He flew, 


And many a treacherous Grecian bravely flew, 
And inthe n'd Achifles? Death, did wound the True: 
Gone was the {prightly:Colourof ' his Face ; 
Sorrowand Death had banifh'd every Grace. 
Breathleſs, and pale by my Bedſide he ſtood : 
Stiff was his Hair, andclocted all with Blood. 
All Diſmal, and all Brave he did appear ; © 
At once he mov'd my Love, at once my Fear. 
Once 


1$ Sennch's Troas: 

Once, and again his griefly:Locks he ſhook, 

And thus my dear, my dreadful Heftor ſpoke : 

: Þ%/Thou equal Parmer of my-faichful Bed... 

© Dear while Þ Livid,;and Conſtant now Fr Dead: 

« Dare notto fleep, when'Danger is ſo nigh; 

© With mypoor Bay ro fome far Countrey fly, ; 

« Or-in m—_ ſecxer Cavern lecHim lie. 

« Weepnot for Troy, your Tears will dono:good;. . 

** Burt {ave hetictledemnant of my Blood. 901 

He ſpoke, and ſtraight Helefkemy clouded fight, 

And the-looſe ſhape. diflolv'd imtothe Night. 

I woake, andſtarring 1179 0k amaz'd, 

| Forſook my Child; and rountabout me gaz'd. 

The Airy Shade was loſtin my embrace , 

Whilſt Fear and Horror fil'd a-round the Place; 
Thou only,;laſt, dear Hope of Troy and Me ; (Te Aſtyanax. 

The Cauſe, and Comfort of my Miſery : 

Too like my Hettor, and too near his Blood, 

Bornof a Race toonoble; and too good ; 

Such way thy warlike Father's lovely Face. 

The ſame was every Attion, every Grace. 

Such were his Eyes, his Limbs ſo traighht and fair; 

Such was the Length, and Colour of his Hair. 

Tooſoonthou'rt bornto Me; ' bur, Oh ! coo late, 

Or to prevent thy Own, or:thy-poor Countries Fate. 

When will that r key that wiſh'd-for Minute come, . 

When 11hall ſee Thee bravely leading Home 

Thy captive, baniſh'd, ſcatter'd Countrymen 2? 

Whea ſhall Old Troy, and We revive again? 


Thus 
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Thus I deceive, and vainly ſooth my Grief, 
And dare not hope that Heav'n will ſend relief: 
Yetall my Hopes, and Fearsare bound up in thy Life. 
Alas ! what place, what refugedareTtruſt 2 
Our ſtrongeſt Towers are buried in the Duſt : 
Of all the taely Struftures of proud Troy, 
There's not enough remains to hide my Boy. 
There is a Tomb, where Hefor's Alhes lie 
Feard and untouech'd ey'n by the Enemy, þ 
A Monument of Old Priam's pious Prodigality. 
Here he ſhall lay--Cold Sweat bedews my Face ! 
Idread the Omen of the Fatal place. 
Troj. Theſe timely Fears both Yon,and Him may ſave. 
And. Wich Him, my Hopesare buried in the Grave. 
What if ſome curious Greek my Fraud ſhould ſpy ? 
. Tr. Whate'er you do, be cloſe; truſt no man's Eye ; 
But ſay, that one day.buried Him, and Troy. 
And. Should they bur ſearch this Tomb, *rwould prove 
his Laſt. | 
Troj. A Conqueror's Rage is fierce, bur quickly paſt. 
And So dangerous a place 1 dare not truſt. | 
Troj. Others may chooſe what Helps they pleaſe ; let 
Himtake what he muſt. 
And. To what far Region dare I truſt my Fears ? 
What Hope, what Help, what Remedy appears ? 
Thou, that didſt never fail, afiſt me now : © 
Heftor, avert this fad, this fatal Blow. 
Ev'n in thy Death, give Me, and Troy relief, 
And let thy faithful Aſhes ſave his Life. 


D 2 Haſte, 
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- Haſte, haſte. gerin, dear Boy 3 Oh |. why doſt curn 

Away, andſuch Lane (al; ha hon Le 

See, He's aſhami'd of Mgr rpng, lay aſide 

This early Courage, and this uſeleſs Pride, 

And make the be of Fortune=- nat] 

See, what remains of Troy; great Heftor's Grave, 

A helpleſs Infans, anda wretched Slave. 

Into this hallow'd Vault undaunted come, 

In Life thy Refuge, and in'Death thy Tomb.(Sbe pur bin inro 
as 6 E-cu e'slafe: and leſt your Fears* _ 

tray- 

Your Hans be wiſe, and quickly haſt away. | 

And. The more I ſtay, the GM exows my Fear, 


Whilſt its dear Obje&t, my lov\d Boy's ſonear. 
Troj, But ſoft ---Theſly Hlyſſes does appear. 


Enter Ulyfles. 


And.Earth, Hell,or Sea,unlock thy mighty Womb,(4/ 

And let ray Boy intothy Centre come : 

Lec Him for ever There ſecurely lie, 

Free from Ulyſſes fatal T reachery. 

Some wretched Phrygian to freſh woes he dooms, 
And big with ſame new Miſchief, hither comes. 

Ulyſ, Madam, with Patience my ſad Meſlage bear, 
Think not Ulyſſes ſpeaks; what You muſt hear, 
But Greece, whole wiſh'd Return is ſought in yain, 
Whilſt the leaſt drop of Hefor's Blood remains. 
*Tis That that keepsour Wind-bound Nayy here, 
As long as Troy can Hope, Greece ought to Fear, 

| Os ORC. 


Sentcay Troas:,' 21 
And. Does this mad Oracle'from Calchas come > © 
Ul. Heftor had taught us this, had He been dumb. 

Heftor, whoſe very Name renews my Fears, 

In whofe brave Son his Spirit roo loon appears, 

So the Young Follower of ſomenumerous Herd, 

Whoſe budding Horns ſcarce through his Skin appear'd, 

Straight as the ſprouting Branch adorns his Head, 

His mighty Father's Flock does proudly lead. 

; The tender Sucker of ſome ancient Tree 

Spreads, like its Sire, and quickly ſhoots as high ; 

Its Branches ſhade the Earth, Its Top out-braves the Sky : 
Juſ} ſoa ſmall neglefted Spark of Fire, 

Does to its great Onginal aſpire. | 
Griet,. Madam, is too partial a Judge ; 

You could notelfe ſo ſmall a fayour grudge ; 

If the poor Souldier, after Ten long Years, 

Grown Old in Sufferings, a new Hettor fears, 

In whom the ou.ly Hope of Troy appears. 

*Tis He alone our Remora does prove; 

And You alone can all our Fears remove. 

Nowv, leſt You think me cruel, whoam come, 

Not by my Choice, but Fate, to ſpeak his Doom, 

Know, had the Lot appointed Me alone, 

I had nor ſtuck to ask Atrides* Son. 

With He#or's Courage all your Loſles bear, 

' Andlearnto ſuffer, from Your Conqueror. (Arms! 
And. *Wou'd the dear Boy were lock'd. within chele 

Or that I knew what Face, what Art, what Charms 

Had (natch'd him hence, not ail Your haughty Words, 

Your ftriteſt Tortures, or your ſharpeſt Swords PP 

Sho 
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Should raviſh the dear Secret from my Heart, 
In which Aftyanax claims the greateſt part. 

What Place, what Region hides my Joy, my Love ? 
Doſt thou in ſome untrodden Deſart rove2 .. 
Ordo the Clouds of «hy poor Countries Smeak, 

Thy dear, thy lovely Breath unkindly choak ? 
Or doſt thou on the mournful 1da lay, - 
Toall its Bixds and Beaſts a helplels Prey ? 
- Ub. Think not, fogd Woman, that thou art beliey'd : 
Think not Hyſſes is ſo toon deceiv'd. 
A thouſand Mothers wiles I could out-do, 
Though they were Deities, and Womea too. 
| Come, leave theſe uſeleſs Arts. Say, where's the Boy ? 
And. Where's Priam, Hefor, Paris > Where's all Troy ? 
You look for-One, but I for all muſt ſeek. 
Ulyſ. Tortures, and Racks ſhall quickiy make you 
ſpeak. 2 
And. Theyſcorn your Threats, that dare,that wiſh todie- 
Ulyſ. Death ſoon will cool this ſhort-liv'd Bravery. 
A > - ago make me. Fear ? Then threaten'me with 

| Lite. 

For Death's the Cure, and not the Cauſe of Griet. 

Ulyſſ. Are you fo Brave ? Our ſtiffeſt Racks ſhall tear 

It from your Breaſt, and teach you how to Fear. 

Tortures ſhall bend, or break your ſtubborn Will : 

Come, let not Raſhneſs hide, what Fear muſt ſoon reveal, 

And. Death, Famine, Fire, and all the dreadful Train 

Of Torments, all the cruel'ſt Arts of Pain, 

All that a raging Conqueror's fury dare 

Inflit, and more for Him I w'd gladly bear. 


ug. 
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ULyſfſ. Still reſolute !----This raſh, this tubborn Love; 
Does the like doubts, arid fears in th' Grecians move. 

Aﬀer atedious War of Ten long Years, 
Leſs were the Danger, Madarn, leſs our Fears, 
Were theſe the laſt ; but we muſt dread new War : 
You for our Sons freſh Enemies prepare. 

And. Muſt then---(And dol liveto ask ?) muſt We 
Heighcen- your Pleaſure by our Miſery ? | 
Rejoice, proud Prince, once more my Conqueror : 

My dear, my lov'd Aſtyanax is no more. 

Ubyſſ. Can this be true ?--- 

And. Even ſo may welcome Death + 
Gently, and kindly ſtop my yielding Breath : / 
So, when in Death, I, and my Hefor meet, 

Soft may our Pillows be, our Slumbers ſweer, 
As m che Grave Afhanax is laid, 
And all the Funeral-Rites by wretched Me were paid. 

Ulf. The welcom News to th' Grecian Camp I'll bear ; 
News, which each longing Greek will gladly hear. 

But ſtay !--- 

The well-diſſembled Story I receive 

From Her, in whom *tis Piety to deceive. 
Curſes to Her no longer they appear, 
Since made to ſave the All She reckons dear, 
And loſing that, She nothing elſe can fear. 

Bur She has ſolemnly and deeply' {worn---» 
"What'can She ſuffer more than She: has born 2: 
Now all thy Cunning, allthy Arts mmploy : 
Be whole Ulyſſes; ſound the pious Lie, 


py Sentcas Trhoas, 


And ſearch her Weaknels---ſee her very Fears, ' 

Her Sighs, her Looks,her Walks betray her Fears 

And every word 1 ſpeak, .does wound her Eass. 

Her Fear exceeds-her Sotrows--! / | | 
Others, indeed, may cutle-che Crimesaf Fits: is br, 

Madam, Your Lols we muſt congratulate, 

Had He ſurviy 'd,- he had but liv'd ev fall |,  -;- './ 

Down the ſteep precipite of yon" Turret's moi. 
And.l ſhake all o're/my frozen Blood does Rart- (ve. 

Tothe forſaken Channels of my Heart, 
Ulyſſ. See, lee, She hakes—Onoe more vil. try her 


ere, (fide. 


Whilſt her unwary Love betrays her Fear. r18 
Go--find the curled Brat, where'er he lies;(7 bs deendents 
If Dead, well burn him; if Alive, he dies. 
'Tis well---We have him-—Ha!Why look —_— To ber. 
What fearful apprehenſions raake you 
And. Wou'd Ihad Cauſe! With him my Fears are gone: 
But who can ſoon Forget what one has Learnt roo long ? 
UL. Since he has periſh'd by a milder Fare, 
And Heav'a has publiſh'd Its Commands too late, 
To be obey'd; So Learned Calchas {ays, 
Great Feftor 5 hallow'd Monument we muſt raze { 
And ſtrew his Aſhes in the neighbouring Seas. 
Now, ſinceour juſt Requeſts you can refuſe, 
Heav'n muſt chispious Sacriledge excule, 
And. What ſhall I do? From whether ſhall 1 arr?(4fh 
Each claims an equal portion in my Heart, 
Witneſs, Ye Gods, by whom we were berray'd : / 
Witneſs, thou greater God, my Heftor's ſhade : 
ih, Nothing 


ic. 
”” 
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Nothing ſo lovely in my Boy I ſee, 

As >" Image that He bears of Thee, 

Then let Him live---But ſhall chat ſacred place 

Be raz'd, and ſhall thy Aſhes ſtain the face | 

Of the rude Ocean ? Rather lethim Die, 7 

And pay that Life again, which he receiv'd from Thee. 
Burt can 1 ſee the -Felpleſs Infant thrown, - 

And rudely hurl'd from yon' high Turret down? 

I can, and will, but Oh! Icannot bear 

To ſee thy Aſhes ſcatter'd in the Air. 

The Boy has ſenſe, to feel their Cruelty ; 1, 13 

But Thou from Senſe, or Pain, too ſafe doſt ke 

Which muſt I count the greater Milery ? 

How ! Can I doubt ?---On this fide HeFor lays. 

Tis falſe---for He&tor ſuffers either way. 

He lives ; in Himmy only Hopes appear : 

Then let him Live, 3+ Life the Grecians tear. | 
Ly. Break u the Tomb--- 
And. What ! har which you have ſold ? l 
Ul. Nothing ſhall ſtay me--- | | 
And. Hold ! Hes, hold ! 

By all that's good, or juſt, your Fury ſtay, 

And pleaſethe cruel Gods ſome other way. 

From this rude violence his dear Aſhes ſave. 

Pyrrbus, protect thoſe Gifts thy noble Father gave. 
Ulyſſ. What angry Heav'n condemns, I may not ſpare. 
And. Y our blackeſt Crimes did ne'er proceed lofar, 

Our faireſt Temples ye have overthrown: + 

The Shrines 0 hy atientGods y* have batter d dons 

But Tombs have ſeap'd pop Sacriledg alore. we 

— Sha 
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Shall I alone their well-arm'd Rage withſtand > 444 
Revenge ſhall ſtrengthen, Love ſhall guide my Hand. 
Juſt as che warlike Maid, amidlt her Troops 
Routed the faithleſs Greeks, and daſh'd their hopes : 
As the wild Mxnade through the Woods did rove, 
And kill'd chedarling Obje& of her Love: 
Thus I'll undaunted maſh amongſt them all. 
And for His Aſhes Fight ; or wich them Fall. 
Ulſſ. Can a weak Womans T'ears your Paſſions 
way ? (To bu Attendants, 
Or will you Heav'as Commands, and Mine obey.? 
And. Let me redeem. Him, though my Life's the 
Price. 
Riſe, my lov'd Heftor, from Elyſawum riſe. 
Let thy weak Ghoſt their weaker Rage withſtand. 
He comes ! he comes !---And fee in yon' right hand, 
He ſhakes his/Sword, and darts adreadful light. 
And does not This your raſhAttempts affright þ 
Or does the airy Phancome cheat my fight? 
wh You rave in vain: Ill break the Mon'ment down. 
And. And ſhall one Ruin overwhelm my Husband and 
my Son 2? (Aſide. 
It muſtnot be : I'll ery ſomegentler way ; 
And ſince I cannot Terrifie, I'll Pray. 
The Stone will quickly tall, as if *twere meant 
To beat once his , and Monument. 
No: let his Blood ſome other way be ſpilt ; 
Not ſtain his Father's Tomb with ſuch a Guilt, 
Sce, great Hlyſſes, a ſad Mother lee, (To Him. 
That never Kneel'd te-any man but Thee. Fog 
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Let thy hard Heare be melted with my Tears ; 
Pity my Sufferings, and receive my Prayers. 
Gently, Oh! gently all my Sorrowseale, 
Whate'er you grant the wretched, more will pleaſe 
JuſtHeav'n, than all the Pomp and Colt of Sacrifice. 
So may you ſafe return, and end your Life 
I >" chat Embraces of your faithful Wife: 
So may your lov'd Telemachus equalize 
His Grandfires Years, his Father's Policies ; 
As You to Me and Him ſhall gentle prove. 
Ulyſ. Madam, produce the Boy, and cruſt our Love. 
- Exit Andromache, and re-enters with Aﬀtyanax, 


.  Andromache. | 
Come forth, unhappy Infant; come ; 
Forlake thy noble Father's Tomb. 
See, great Hiyſſes, ſee, He's here, 
Whom all Your Thoaſand Ships did fear. 

Come, leave this uſeleſs Pride, thus low (7% A+ 
Beneath our Conqueror's Feet let's bow. _ 
Since Forrune cannot be withſtood, 

Forget the honour of thy Blood, 
Forget great Priam's happy State, 
And let thy Mind be levell'd to thy Fate. 
Come, kneel ; and if thou canſt nor =. 


Nor feel the burden of thy Miſery, 
Yet maiſt thou learn to weep from Me. 
Troy long before, a Prince's Tears has ſeen ; 
Nor have they unſucceſsful been ; 
For they even Hercules could win : 


E 2 The 
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The mighty Hercules, whole Name 


Employs the willing Voice of Fame, 
Who T hicher went, and Thence return'd, whence never 
Mortal came. 
; Mov'd with his harmleſs Enemies Tears, I 
Forgot his Wrongs, and cur'd all Priam's Fears, 
Govern, ſaid He, thy faichleſs Fathers Land, 
But Rule it with a juſter Hand. 
Thus was He fetled in his Throne, 
And by- his Father's Sufferings gain'd a Crown. 
Learn from Alcides Anger Py 4 Kind. (To Ulyiks. 
Or can his fatal Arms alone content Your Mind ? 
efore Your Feet no lels a Suppliant lies, 
With lifr-up Hands, and dowa-caſt Eyes. 
Let Hint his Life alone enjoy ,; 
We care not what becomes of Troy. 
Ulyſſ. What Rock theſe Sighs and Prayers unmoy d| 
could hear ? , (Afide. 
Bur all the Grecian Dames with me muſt fear : l 
His Life may coſt each Mother many a T ear. | 
And. Can this great'Pile be rais'd by ſuch a Boy ? 
Can theſe weak Hands re-build, or fight for Troy,? 
Or cantheſe Arms his tottering Country prop? - 
No : *rwere a groundlels, , a deſperate hope. 
Do we thus Low, and yet thus Dreadful lay 2 , 
And can the Lion fear his helpleſs Prey ? 
Can the great Father's Soul inſpire-che Son ? 
Th Effect remains not, when its Cauſe is gone. 
His Father's Fate a braver mind would _—_ 


Fraught with the mighty burden of his Ills.. 


Rather 
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Rather than Periſh, let him ever lie 
Beneath the ſlaviſh Yoke of baſe Captivity. 
What Tyrant can this poor Requeſt deny ? 
Ubyſſ. Then Calchas is HEAP and/not L 
And. And dare You, vile Difſembler,break Your word ? 
Baſe man, whoſe Tongue is ſmoother than thy Sword, 
And ſharper too: We ſuffer not alone; - 
But Greece it ſelf: beneath thy Crafts does groan; 
Blaſpheme not Heawvn : Its Deities are more kind ; 
' By Thee alonethis Milchiet was deſignd. 
Go, Midnight-Souldier ; godifſembling Scour : 
In the Sun's face thoudarſt not venture our. 
Go, ſer Your mighty V Vir againſt a Boy, 
V Vho, could he wield a Sword, . ſhould Conquer Thee. 
Ub. -_ knows my Proweſsenough, atid Troytoo 
well. [t;4 
Y'Vhar You have ſuffer'd, ſure I need not tell:. 
But, while in fruitleſs words 1 loſe the Day, 
The winds ſwell all our Sails, and chide my tay. 
And, Hold ! whilttthis laſt; this parting KilsI pay.. 
Let me with Tears be-dew that lovely Face: 
Let me, Oh ! let medie in his Embrace. 
Ulyſ. 1 w'd gladly, if Imight, this Lols retrieve, 
Burt take the only Favour can give, 
And freely ufe the wretched power toGrieve: 
And. Thou laſt great Martyr, ' that muſt die for: 
Troy, (To Aﬀtyanax, 
My much lov'd Hefor's no leſs lovely Boy, | 
How have promis'd Thee the happinels 


Of Prianis Years, and Hefor's great Succels ! 
But 


oe —y 
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But Heav'n with ſcorn on all my Prayers look'd down, 
And now that Head-muſt never wear a Crown. | 
Neer muſt thoſe tender Hands a Scepter wield ; 

Never, Oh! neverchy Country ſhield. 

Ofr have I wiſhd (but Oh ! I wiſh'd in vain !) 


By Thee i have'ſcen the cruel Pyrrbus ſlain, 
 Andithe Son, Revenge upon the Father ta'en. 
The foaming Boar thou neyerwilt purſue, 
And teach us whacthy'riper Years might do. 
Nor inthe ſolemn Pomp of ch” Luſtral Year, 
Bravely i'th' head of all chy Mates appear, ; 
And Ilium s Fare, ourloſt Palladium bear. 
Nor in great Dyndimenes hallow'd Grove 
Wilt Thou to th'Mulick's tuneful meaſures move. 
Odiſmal Fate! Our guilry walls muſt (ee, 
Than HeFor's Death a greater Cruelty. 

"o: Madam, in vain your Time and Tears you 


Your Sorrows are too great to findan End. 

And. Oh ! let theſe Tears, the Meſſengers of Grief, 
Seal the dear Infant's Eyes, whilſt yer h' has Life. 

Go, fearleſs, go, nolonger now aſlave: (7+ Altyanax. 
Brave,though ; Young, and Dreadful in the Grave. 
Go, ſee thy Father ; Death will ſer Thee free, 

And looſe the tedious Bond: of Lite and Slavery. 

Aft. Oh! heip me, Mother !---- 
Why doſt catch my Hand ? 20 
What Power, what force, can Heav'n and Greece with- 


ſtand 2 
Juſt 
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Juſt ſo the tender Heifer, when ſhe hears 
: The Lion's voice, with trembling haſt ets 

And by her Mothers ſide lays down her fears. 

Bur oo her kind Protectreſs once is gone, 

And the poor helpleſs Captive is alone, 

The angry Beaſt with cruel ſport does play 

With his ſmall Prize, then ſnatches it away. - 

Here ! Theſe dear Tokens to my Heftor bear: - 
Theſe Tears---theſe Kiſſes--and theſe Locks of Hair. 
Nay, chide him too; for if (asthere muſt need) 
The care of them that Live does reach the Dead 
And with their Soals, their Love too is not fled. 
Canſt Thou (U kind !) chus long, thus tamely lie, 
Anidle witneſs of my flavery ? 

Cannot the force of all my Miſeries 
Break the firm Seals of thy clos'd Tomb, andEyes? 

Here ! take more Hair : my flaming Eyes are drain'd 
Of all the liccle moiſture that remain'd, 

Since Heftor's Death--- Leave this ſad Legacy, (Hs Mantle. 
And let it teach me to remember Thee. 


Touch'd by his Tomb, and Thee, *tis doubly Dear [ 


If the leaſt part of's ſacred Duſt is here, 
PI cleanſe it with my Lips, and waſh it with a Tear, 
Ul. Your Grief waſts Time: Tcanno longer ſtay. 
Go, ſnatch the peeviſh, lingering Brat away. 
Exeunt 


CHO- 
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F Hither, Oh! whither muſt we fly? 
To what ſad Scene of new Feed” 
Shall we to Phthia, or to Tempe 
And make that pleaſc ant Shade a Wit, eſs * of our Woe ? 
Or to Mothone, ir too fruitful Darts * 
more than once gone through our Hearts ? 
Or tothe lofty Pelion's Top, 
(TÞ ambitious Giants ſtrongeſt Hope.) 
Where on ſome craggy Mount old Chiron laid, 
And to his liſtening ts play'd. 
Some warlike Tune bis Courage epare, 
Ana made thoſe peaceful Arts the _— of War. 
0 any Region let us run, 
So we may fatal Sparta ſhun. _ 
Oh! may we never Sparta ſee : 
Sparta the Cauſe of all our Miſery. 
Unhappy Hecube ! whoſe hard Fate 
Thy wretched Age does captivate. 
Under what Tyrant muſt thou ſpend 


, Thy days, till with thy Life, thy Miſeries find an end. 


Acr. 
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0+ * Enter Helen Je 


DT ” ; 


Troy's Nuptial, and its. Funeral;Torch once more 
Tis 1 mult he : Imult betray the poor ; 
Unhappy B ride; Id too m_ before, 

4 "= met of Paris : now 


betray his harmleſs Siſter too. 

Yeu! I will do'r; P'1 fill her Soul with Joy: 
All glorious; andall chearful ſhe ſhall Die, 
Soleſs her Fears, and leſs my Guilt will be. . 


Enter to Her Andromache,, | Hecuba , and 
Polyxena. 


Thou laſt fair Branch of Priam's noble Stock, (7 Polyxena. 
Rejoice; ſome kinder Deity does look 
With pity on your Sufferings, and prepares 
Tocrown Your Wiſhes, and to cure Your Fears. 
Pyrrbus rauſt be Your Bridegroom : 'tis the voice 
Of Greece, and Heav'n it ſelf confirms our Choice. 
3:7 F Each 


SENFE DOTS 
Each happy God will be Your great Ally, 
GoddetsinhisParenrSea: 


Andevery | 
Come, dry thoſe Tears, thoſe mournful German 
leave, NI roA 


And this glad Livery of oy _—_ 
With Care your torn Wer I'd Treſles place, 
And ler forth all rhe Y We bF Yaur Face. 
Your ſubt'leſt Art, Your ſtrongeſt Charms emplo 
And let Your quero Lok ueſt of 

A Too tg tHdcel% : 
See! how n_ C PIR To. EC 

h! ? T Sy JA 'AX | >a 
The En ea T&ye9"/1- 

Go quickly ; 


not gl 117 | 
Thele nw 4. = 
Thou equal Et6'\ 
Canſt thou ng 


a pe 
Of catter'd Bofies* "Bat RR Phi Tomb 
The Men, whom thy adulterous Love has ain 


"ud Fin the, "(Te Hen. 
ha" Ttwcn | 

Yetfreſh, arid ae ola 

For Love and uptials *'See,)6trevery Plain, g 


Unburied, and wipiti+ relain,\ «1 
For Thee, thou glorians Whore, the richeſt Blood 
Of Troy was ſpilt, whilſt unconcern'd You ſtood, 
And'from our Walls, ſcarce we ag at the Sight, 
Beheld Your rwo unhappy Husb 
And knew not which to Tavour-»--- * 

Go, Let the Bridal:Bed bequickly made, 
Let all the richeſt Ornaments be on 


What 


SexponEBhoay:: | 


Fo 
hat need we: Ib 


Muick.taqthoi Nupria| Aires | 
Antbghe og Groans ſhall Fllchs Place: . 


Hel. Thaugh Minds thus, full of =, 


mOoVe,177! . 
And Griet irafellow ſufferers bei.dars love, J) 
Do You impartial;hudges of cay$ozows prove, (s 77 
4 You ſhed for. HeBor, Youfor Priam :Lears.. 47s Hed 
Alas ! my Griefsare greater, ang. any Fears. | 
And leſt rhe.jeotous Prince:mygT Ry "ISS FEE 


I dare ary ray cy ag 
Thus ini dnvifd even. tay Miſery), - -: 
Great were YoutSufferings, but - A Fears are paſt : 
Leſswere! ny SorgwR, ib they were my Laſt. 
Great is YobbNitnbet,; an8-:Y one. Troubles few ; 


het 


I ſuffer om Ge Qenqueny ned ie ; Conquer 'd too... os 
All otherCaptives kinder $ have, | 


He I mirftbe my-cruel Husbahd's ſlave. 


he, 

ry | aw ue + he] uinf&chd tofPary! came : 
But ſince:to Do Nbledch | was miade a Prey, 
And from my Friends and Country forc'd away, 
Blame Your!own.Patis, whoſe uahappy voice 
Firſt favour'd Venus; then'maide Me his {* Choices 
My HusbaridsCenture 1 niult undergo, 
He || be myJydge, and my Acculer tg0. 

Ceaſe, fair Audromache, a-while ro/grieve, 


Tray; and-Mou haye: curs'd my Name, - 


And comfore Her: wy Tears wor'tgive Me leave. 


F 2 And. 
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Troy Se chem Weep; 
Delign's roo deep, - yh 
- Ms bat Say; wor 007 Command (7% Helen 
You b > joy sf wh nn 5 noW int hand? 
Say; thishelpleſs Virgin too'be thrown 
From 1da's Top, or from ſome Turret down. ? 
Or muſt She from ſome Cliffs-vaſtPrecipice 
Be xudely caſt int6rhe ieighbouring Seas? Ferrd's 
Say, fair Deceiver/ what new Treaſon lies | | 
Under the artering: Tears6f thoſe falſe Eyes? 
Nay, ſpeak thy worſt: fot ſure there can'tbe worſe; 
AndP bus"Nuptials are our greareſt Curſe » | | 
We ask not Life : (too Tong, alas! we've tivd;) 
Bur only beg our Miteries be n't deceiv'd. | 
Hel. Wou'd the great Oracle of Greece would bid |» '- 
Me leave this hated Life; andifor HerBleed 1. - -i 1»; 
Won'd I might ſhars, or elſe prevenrher Doom, | . 
And for Herbe eſpous 'd togrear Achilles Tomb. 
And. See, how unmov'd the diſmal News ſhe way 


With 71 ful baſt for Ny ials ſhe 

And Wa his Tomb, a hegbat \Bedſke fears 
But her poor Mother ſmnks beneachher Grief: 

She faints | P Oh ! let us ſoon recall her Life, | 

And chear her drooping Spirits--She. 'sherE, es,. 

And Deaths afraid to rare PET. p 
Hec. Lives then Achilles ftill-ro work mie Harm 2 | - 

Oh ! the weak force of wretched Paris Arm ! 

Can't his Immortal Anger be withſtood? | 

But muſt his cruel'Aſhes thirſt forBlood'?. 11 _ [;r 


Srxechksn Taoa? 
But nowencempaſs'd with a nwmerous Crowd, 


Of allm eny I ſtood, 
Ande allyco Nis Kiſſes 1 beſtow'd. . 
Now this poor Girl, of All,”. remains alone, 
And with the Reſt, my Hopes and Joys are | gone : 
Now She alone can call me Mother--- 
Dear Girl, come hither---Oh how: I deſire - 
Amidſt thy loy 'd Embraces ro expire ! 
See, lee; in oo = Ills, the cries, - 
Let none biit f Joy bedew:thoſe Eyes. 
Come, let mekiſstho lovely Pearls away. 
How would Caſſandr, ſuch. Nuprials pray / | 
And. 'Tis We, dear other, We al lone muſtgrieve, 
Whom where they pleaſe, the faichleſs Winds muſt drive, 
Whilſt happier She1' th' filent Grave is laid. 
Hel. Knew You Your Fate, 'You w 'd think the beau- 
reous Maid: 
Still happier---- 
And. Sure my hs Tha'n't forgor. 
Hel. Then know pod 're made unhappy ſlavest'a Lot. 
And. Which of "my verory muſt [Maſter call? 
Hel. Madam, to q ths oy Pyrebus fhare You fall. 
Hec, Happy Caſf Sure her Rage will ſave 
Her Honour : She, I hope, isno-man's(lave. 
Hel. The King choſe Her--- 
Hec. And whom muſt Lobey 2. 
Hel. You are unwilling Ithacus's Prey, 
Hec. And muſt Ifall beneath a Prince's hand ? 
-BlindDeities ! why could Yenot command 


The 
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The fatal Lotmozeequallytofall b';):- 1 or 
Ye might have ran arg Juſt $hough. AAqond King 


to all. 0 3JÞd ] #4 AA yenTlA o3yils 1p9 bi nA 

Muſt 1 inns KhiBer's Apidos ſee;) 700 q' 70. 

And wi fightzehew-my:Miſery 2 > '$. bo 

And bluſh more army Maſter, chanmy Avery 2 
Now lam 9 Sos Filgos> 


i) 15, 4 
But may my uſual Rave;jgowichmertob!," rol ye : Ain A 
May ſomegre 


Terran Fel-chooaging-bea, W 
And may the' indsbe'mercilels as They. 
May all the Wis which have bard, . (21110 
-— na bs mat. Kferors Heads. retuip | 


barre er re oi 


Bur ſee, fierce Pyrr s to the: Place, 

Revenge rand! ranbisFace! 

Let Me be wedded to thy Father's Grave, 

And rid Ulyſſes of a hated ſlave. 

You kill'd Old Priam: pray diſpatch me too. 

Snrel amOld enough rodieby/You. © - : 
Go; thon'baſe Mu umane Pricſt, 

And olarche oruel Gods with fuch a Beaſt, / 

Greatasmy is, what-Curſe {hall Linvgat y—_ 
What pear; new, unheard of | Punjſhment:? H 1:14 
May You for ever want 2 Profpcxous Gale: - | 
May none but bluſt'ring” \Borrid ilk our Sails, - \ 
And nought burGrief :Your Boſoms----This on All : 

But on Wigs _— nerd heavierCurſes fall, 
n2'7 bing wit t 24611 xd. 
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ting” 47 
Eſe' fe Winks 


When they aye Morte ER | 
Leſs are our Sorpows, loſe our-Prave, 


more our 
Great Griefs,tIke Bidens i vid; TY 
The more there uþ4to\ flue ihe WE 
And none, with ih a! 
To bear the' pate ofa 
Take fromthe Ri tonne pF ao 
And Poor mewdre "as goods Thyy. NIN 
When we ſee happier Men, we we grew, "T2 
And all our Sofrows are | 
"T's this toes all onr' _ \4\04457 0 
To ſee that Others bear no leſs 
He only does bis Fate Jamo, 
Who in a ſingle Ship alone . 
Ha plough'd the Seas, nd after fome great Wrack, 
With alight Ship, and heavy Heart comes back. 
Who ſees-the Dangers of 'a ſinking Fleet, 
Thinks not his Sufferings are ſo great.. 
H' has this ſad Comfort of+ bis Miſery, | 
That All, as well as He, muſt die. LIP 
When the proud Maſter of the Golden Fleece, g 
With his dear Burden cr6/s'd the Seas, 
Phryxus with Tears ſaw Helle drown: 
Well might be weep, when he was left (Alone... 
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Feb hayy inthe Other, neer complai 
Thus, by our —_— ben: 1 
A belpleſs, but a numero | 


The Wind ſhall. ul ſetrx our Town, 


*.., 


= polar Ky T aonebe 
And with the Seas,aur Fears increaſe ? 

And, when our Sons ſhall ſetktheir Native Land, | 

Each wretched Mother, pot mg with ber hand, 


(RY dre ot 


Shall cry, See Ihum les, 
Where thoſe black Clouds We curing Smoak Sa 


—_ * —— 


Act V. 


| Enter Andromache, andHecuba, on to them a Meſſenger. 


Meſſenger. 
() Kats, cruel Tyranny of Death ! 


My very News has put 'me out of Breath. 
Thing ſo ſad has happen'd any Year, 

As neither | dare Speak; nor You can Hear? 

Oh ! ask not that which in a Womans Ear þ 


Wou!d make another Marder=--' - 
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Hec, Speak the-wordt. 
With greater Sorrows, ſure Lean be cured. 
Meſ]. Your a Daughter Son, are now n6 
= js Gt "6 7+ ecu þ 7s Andramache, 
Bur Both with. their bore. | 
And. Deſcribe the diſmal Scene, but be not-briet ; 
Speak all : for I am hatden'd now with Grief. 
Be rg and each Partjcular declare, 
For [ can hear it all withour Tear. * 
"the Flames fury free, 


Me dhe ow Tower 
Spard only for this greater Crueley, 
On whoſe high To: Top Old Priamns'd to _ 

And with his Eye, and Voice our T 

Here with his Princely Grand-child oft he 'ood, 

And to the Boy his Facher $ Batrels "a 'd. 

This Tower bay once our chieteſt Bulwark been : 
'Tisnow of Blood and Death the diſmal Scene. 

Hither the giddy Rabble flock'd to ſee 

With greedy Eyes the Royal lnfant die. 

From this high Tower a pretty diſtant ſpace, 

A ſteep and lofty Hill commands the Place. 

On That a Rock, on which the gazing Crowd, 

Big with the cruel ExpeQation, ſtood, 

On all the neighbouring Trees, whole Armies fate: | 
(The loaded'Branches. crack'd beneath their weight.) 

And one with haſt ſome ragged Mount does climb: , 

Another (Oh ! the lacrilegious Crime !) 

Stands on great Heftor's Tomb; One climbs a Wall, 

Which, wath its wretched weight does ial. 

Lo! the Prefsieaks; and ig with cruel Joy 
The curs'd Mlyſſes leads the Princely _ 

G 


- a4 Sextcis.' Troas. 
| Th undaunted Youth mounts fearleſs to: the Place, 
With Innocence triumphant in his Face. - 
When from the Towerhe ſaw the gazing Rout, 
Round him he flung aſcornful Look about, : - 

So ſome fierce Lion'swhelp, whoſe tender Age- 
Has not as yet well arm'dhis toothleſs Rape, . 
Witch eager Fury whets his horny Claws, 

And tries the utmoſt anger. of o__ | 

Thus fearleſs the young Martyr thither came, . 
And fill'd his cruel.Enemies wich Shame. 
This, when they ſaw,. ſtraighe the relenting Crowd. 
In ſighs and ceatsexpreler thoit Grief hk 

Nay, events Hiiyſjes'wepd, and pight of all 

His Cruelty; reſtſtleſs Tears did fall. © 

Then, when the cruel Sacrifice was done, 

Piti'd by All, Himſelf unmov'd alone, 

Down the deep Precipice himſelf He caſt, 

And *midſt his Countries Ruines breath'd his Laft. 

And. W hat barbarous cruel Colchianeer could hear, 


Much leſs perform ſuch Crimes ? Whar: Scythian dare 
But think upon this Murder, and not Fear ? 
To be compar'd.with Theſe, Buſiris was too good : 
His Altars ne'er were ftain'd with Infants Blood. 
This was a Crime unknown to Diomede; 
He with ſuch ceadermeat his Hozſes fcorn'd to feed: 
Dear Child ! ro-what herce Beaſt art madea Prey? 
Where ſha]l thy mangled, ſcatrter'd Members'lay ? 
Meſſ-Talknot of Them:when fromthe Tower he flew, 

The Fall deſtroy'd both Life, and Carkaſs roo. 
His innocent Blood the guilcy Turrevſtains:) - > : 

> He ſprinkled all the Gretians with his = | 
>, 'Andnothingnowof thedear Boy remains. 


And. 


As # : 
, 
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And. Still like his Father--r--/ ' 


Meſſ. When this was done, at firſt the Rabble mourned, 
But to a greater Cruelty return'd. Y 21l5s & 
With eager haſt the thronging Grecians came, | 
And flock about the curs'd Achilles” Tomb. ' -- in; a 


This place was deſftin'd for the Scene of Blood... 
On ewo near Hills the gazing Army ſtood : 
Between a fatal Valley ſtretch'd out wide, 
And Grovesof Spears appeard on every. ſide, 
Here for the beauteous Bride they all atrend, 
Some glad that with her Life, their Fears muſt end: 
Some, that ſhe was the laſt of Priam's Rock : 
Some ſeem to hate the Crime,on which they gladly look 
And here and there a Trojan did appear, 
Who came to ſee her die, and ſhed a Tear. 
Then through a Lane of Grecians, in arow, 
Before the Bride Five Nuptial Torches go. 
Next, Helen follow'd, hanging down her Head. . 
(Oh ! may Hermione ſuch a Husband wed !) 
Straight Sheappeard alone, with Looks might move 
Grief in each Trojan, in each Grecian Love. 
Her Eyes ſhe curn'd with modeſt ſorrow down, 
And 1n her Face unuſual Beauties ſhone : . 


' Sa Evening Bluſhes grace the ſetting Sun. 


But all with various Paſſions ſtrangely gaz? 
Some ſad, ſome ſham'd, ſome weeping, all amazd. 
Thus in flow ſtate the mournful Train wascome, . 
Where Pyrrhus ſtanding on his Fathers Tomb, . 
With joyful anger held the fatal Knife, Ons 
Prepard to cut the tendet Thieadl of Life. . 


Her Grange ſome, and ſome her Beauty | pa 
» 
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Fearleſs She look'd her Murderersia the Face, 
Whiltfilenc fortpw fl daxonnd the Place. 
Mov'dat her God-like Cbnſtancy, He ſhook, 
And ſcarce la&Courape lefr1o/pive rhe froke, 
Straightas the cruel weapon reach'dherHeart, 
A ſtreaming ſpring of Viral Blood did tart 
Through the widedanadt She ſhll-ourbravdher Fate, 
And made Achille; Aſhes ari beneath her weight. 
What Tongueth ; bear: taped; 
). Whichdid bothParties ally poſſe 
W--- Mabe omyrhriomes wreck en ſhow'd: 


Tihilkapelivg Grecians ſpake their Piry Piry Loud. 

Zamb, at firſt the Deloge flow'd, 

_Atid ftraighr theghirſty Aſhes drank che ſinking Blood. 
Hec. "Go, batbarous Grecians, "now: y BO, 


Andlert your felling Canvaſe loofely flow. 
Now boalty'h4ve murder'd all the hopes of - Troy, 
ds have kilf##tarmleſs Virgin, anda helpleſs. Boy. 
Whicher! Ok}qwhicher ſhall bear my AGrief 2 
che Remnanrof my hated 1. Life? 
Shall 1 for Priam, or for Hefor groan > | 
Or forthe All 2 Or for My ſelf alone? 
Come, Wwelcom: Death,' thow beſt, rhon only Cure 
OF all Imuſt, or all I do endure: 
alohe the cruel Tyrant runs: (ſhuns. 
:migft theſe Swords, and Flames a wretched Captive 
Why; amd Grecians, why was 1 preſerv'd ? 
>> To berg poker Mifſeries am Iftill reſerv'd ? 
-  Meſ. Wemxmſt be gone : for ſee, ve Fw Grecian Sails 
4 5 LCL 
A | _— 
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